THE LAST DAY OF A POET'S LIFE

When he had completed the second part of
" Faust," Goethe said to Eckermann that he had
finished whatever work he had to do and that the
days still left to him were a present made by life.
He lived for some months after this and, though
advanced in years, in good enough health. But
winter came, and, as his vitality was low, he found
it hard to stand its rigour. He managed, however,
somehow, to tide over almost the whole season
but one day, at the close of * it, caught a sudden
chill and took to bed. He got fever and lay ill
for three days; looked as if he improved one day
and lay in a stupor almost the whole of the next
day; and then closed his life.

On that last day he did not suffer from any
pain or distress due to his illness. Though very
weak, he did not realise that his life was coming
to an end. A little before going into the stupor
the poet told the doctor who came to look at him
that he would be all right in a day or two. He
spoke with consideration to the servant who was
attending on him. He looked with affection and
gratitude at the servant-maid who smoothed his
bed for him. When his daughter-in-law who was
in charge of the house approached him, he smiled
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